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The three sermons in verse, "Easter in Heaven," 
"Heaven in Easter," and "The Shadow of the Angel/' 
published by L. Prang & Co., were intended only for the 
congregation before which they were first delivered; but 
the kindly requests of many who heard them have led the 
author to submit them to a wider field. 

Having been written during the pressing duties of a 
large parish, and with no thought of their appearance in 
the present form, they are sent forth with no expectation 
of literary recognition, but with the simple hope that they 
may bear some measure of comfort to such hearts as are 
pleased to receive them. 

If their influence be but as the humble flight of a butterfly 
over a little child's grave, leading some grieving mother 
to look up, they will have received the highest tribute 
that is craved. 

Church op thb Pilgrimagb, 

Plymouth, Mass., 

Jan. 14, 1895. 
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* By every troubled soul some angel stands, 
And stretches forth her gentle, pitying hands." 
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" He shall give his angels charge over thee to keep thee in 

ALL THY WAYS." — Ps. xci. II. 

God keepeth not his angels all in heaven; 
The ministries of some to earth are given; 
And oft the shades that seem to mar life's day 
Are but their shadows falling on our way. 

By every troubled soul some angel stands, 
And stretches forth her gentle, pitying hands. 
The Scriptures shine with many a tender thought 
These gracious messengers to earth have brought, 
Whose tidings come with blessings manifold. 
Like sunbeams to a world with sorrow cold. 
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Go, troubled one ; read how that radiant band 

Lit Jacob's dream, near Haran's lonely land. 

The sun sinks over Luz ; the west grows dim ; 

The birds have closed, th^ir plaintive vesper hymn; 

And Jacob, homeless stranger, sore distressed. 

Upon his stony pillow sinks to rest. 

Earth to his need no willing ear can lend. 

But pitying heaven sends hini many a friend ; 

For lo ! as hushed in heavy sleep he lies, 

A sudden glory blossoms in the skies; 

A shining ladder rises to his view, 

A gleam of gold against night's walls of blue. 

And on its rounds, immaculate and bright, 

Ascending and descending thro' the night, 

AngeHc throngs appear, whose robes are fair 

As moonbeams melting on the dusky air. 

The very winds in awe their whisper cease 

Before that high, enrapturing scene of peace. 

The pilgrim now, his brow with hope serene, 

In spell-bound gladness gazes on the scene. 
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' She must have heard the echo of their praise, 
And upward turned her joy-enraptured gaze." 
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He learns that they who know no friends below 
May look to heaven and there a legion know. 
And cheered and comforted, at break of day, 
He blesses God and onward wends his way. 



Or read of Hagar, in the wilderness. 
When Ishmael, her child, in deep distress, 
Lay dying on the parched and fiery sand, 
No pitying friend to aid in all the land. 
The water in her meagre cruse was spent. 
And in that wilderness no brooklet lent 
Its sweet, refreshing music to the scene, 
And on its banks awoke the grasses green ; 
No crystal lake was there, within whose calm 
Reflected lay the skies' inverted charm ; 
Not e'en one flower whose tiny chalice swung 
Its dewy cup to cool that fevered tongue. 
Slow moved the hours, and, stricken to despair, 
The mother bowed, with lips too sad for prayer. 
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When hark ! her ear a voice angehc caught, 
"What aileth thee, O Hagar? Fear thou naught ! " 

And then, with vision quickened, she beheld 
A sparkling stream that from the desert welled 
In sweet and plenteous store its gracious flow, — 
Green ripples, bubbling pearls, and foaming snow. 
She caught the plenteous flood with eager hand, — 
Her child was saved amid that desert land. 

And still read on, through sacred stories grand. 
That tell how ever at their God's command. 
These radiant visitants to earth have come. 
With faces bright, from their eternal home. 
Read how to Abraham their message came ; 
Read how they blessed Manoah's altar flame — 
How, when Elisha prayed the heavens disclose 
The hosts that go with man to meet his foes. 
In chariots gleaming with celestial fires 
They swarmed where mountains raised their rocky spires, 
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• Their hallelujahs woke the night with cheer." 

Page 5. 
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Till Dothan's heights were glorious with such light 
As hails dawn's resurrection from the night. 

Or read from Holy Script of later days, 
How oft their footsteps fell in earthly ways. 

The virgin soul of Mary they beguiled 
With secret of the blessed Messiah Child. 
And when, above the pastures of Judea, 
Their hallelujahs woke the night with cheer, 
She must have heard the echo of their praise, 
And upward turned her joy-enraptured gaze ; 
For they were singing of her Babe*s sweet birth, 
And glory unto God and peace on earth, 
While shepherds woke from dreams, and from afar 
The Magi hailed the long-expected Star. 

When dewy night wept o'er the olive tree 
Where knelt the Lord in dark Gethsemane, 
They viewed His agony with pitying eyes. 
And brought Him solace from their native skies. 
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And when, at break of day, that third grand morn, 

The two sad Marys, bowed and sorrow worn, — 

One pure as any saint that smiles in heaven. 

One pure because of many sins forgiven, — 

With mutual grief approached the rock-sealed tomb, 

Lo ! angels turned to joy their woe*s deep gloom, 

And from the tomb, with majesty sublime. 

And words whose hope shall echo thro' all time. 

They rolled the heavy, seal-bound stone away : 

They op*ed death's gates and bound them fast for aye. 

But who with broadest sweep of mortal pen 
Could e'er record God's angels' work for men? 
Their footsteps fall across Time's restless sea 
Like gleams of sunlight from eternity. 
Their shining wings the ages past have spanned. 
And borne them earthward at their God's command. 

But tell me, is the age of angels gone ? 
Treads man to-day life's upward path alone? 
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*And when to-day the lonely life cries out.'* 

Page 7. 
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Is there no more the seraph's song to stir 
The soul that bows a faithful worshipper? 
And when to-day the lonely life cries out, 
Amid its wilderness of grief and doubt, 
Do angels raise their hands to hide their eyes, 
And haste, impatient, to their Paradise ? 
Is lot of man no more like Jacob's cast ? 
Is "angels' charge " a sweet dream of the past? 
Nay ; for that word was written for all years, 
To lighten eyes acquaint with human tears. 
How He shall give His angels charge o'er all 
Whose lives in paths of earthly danger fall. 
He folds to-day all human-hearted things 
Beneath the shadow of His angels' wings. 
Remember, ye who read that faithful Word, 
The angel of the presence of the Lord 
Still camps in peace 'round sleeping Israel, 
And in that peace may man securely dwell 
Beloved, know, whate'er thy lot may be. 
His angels hold their watches over thee. 
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In all thy ways they keep thee, lest alone, 
Thou dash thy weary foot against a stone. 

Read yet again where Paul's grand words are found. 

That tell how clouds of witnesses surround 

Life's vast arena, and with kindly eyes 

Behold our race to win the heavenly prize. 

Thus, as the stars hold vigil through the night, 

Encamped in heaven like armies clad in light. 

Above us watch those fair celestial throngs 

Till eager Fancy almost hears their songs. 

And whatsoe'er our earthly weal or woe, 

All 's well with earth because His angels know. 

'Tis even so. We have no secret tear 
But that some pitying angel, standing near. 
Records it as a pearl and notes its fall 
At His dear feet whose love remembers all. 
'T is even so. The burden which we bear 
Some unseen love doth always with us share, — 
Some love that when our trust is tested so, 
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And some day we shall know what sorrow meant." 

Page 0. 
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Not quite permits the trembling faith to go, 
But through it all our souls in safety leads, 
And bears to God the story of our needs. 
Since o'er our ways His watchful angels move, 
Each simple prayer we breathe, each act of love, 
Each touch of human kindness, every deed 
Which honors God or meets a brother's need, 
Is noted down, a record just and true. 
And all our ways are open to God's view. 

He gives His angels charge o'er all our ways. 
Then oftentimes it must be love that lays 
The burden on us, for some purpose wise, 
Unknown to us, yet clear to heavenly eyes. 
He gives His angels charge — may that not prove 
Our very cross is from the hands of Love, 
Our very troubles come with kind intent. 
And some day we shall know what sorrow meant? 
God's gracious plans o'er all our troubles rise. 
As calm as rainbows arching clouded skies, 
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Your home is stricken with some sorrow drear ; 

Your eyes, perchance, made blind by many a tear, 

A face you loved is gone, a voice is still. 

And on your threshold falls a dreary chill ; 

And Memory mourns about your lonely door 

And dreams of vanished forms that come no more. 

And, as to Bethany came grief of old, 

For one who slept in marble silence cold. 

So sorrow to your Bethany has come. 

And solitude has fallen on your home. 

Again weeps Martha, bowed at Mary's side, — 

'^ Had He been here our loved one had not died." 

Beloved, He is here, and all is best ; 

The Master still in Bethany is guest. 

List to the comfort of the word He saith, — 

" I am the Life. In me there is no death ! " 

It was not death that led your loved to Heaven, 
'T was life, the endless life the Lord hath given. 
God gave His angels charge o'er all your ways ; 
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They watched and waited through your anxious days. 
And when they saw, with heavenly wisdom blest, 
That under God's wise counsel it was best 
To give that life release from all its care, 
And crown it for the cross it had to bear. 
They took the ready spirit by the hand, 
And led it safe to God's sweet Summer Land. 
Death rings the soul no curfew from his bells, — 
That solemn peal the heavenly morning tells. 

Or it may be that for some lesser woe 
His angels' feet have fallen light as snow 
Among your troubled ways, to bring you peace. 
To still your doubts, to bid your strivings cease. 

Of some fair hope, perchance, you fondly dreamed, 

And beautiful and good the vision seemed ; 

But angels saw the poison in your cup, 

And caught it e*er your hands could take it up. 

You saw a garland wove from fairest bowers, 
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They saw the serpent coiled among the flowers, 
And, e'er your fingers touched the dainty things, 
The angels smote the blossoms with their wings. 
And on the ground the scattered treasures lay, — 
That disappointment saved your soul that day. 
You mourned as if some precious good were lost, 
They saved your blinded soul a greater cost ; 
You grieved, and turned complaining eyes to God, 
Forgetful that His angels with you trod. 
You nigh had dashed your foot against a stone. 
They saved you when you dreamed you were alone. 
There is no failure humbling us to tears. 
There is no mystery moving us to fears. 
That ends not somewhere in beatitude. 
Itself a proof that God is kind and good. 
The Master proved by every woe He bore. 
However great be pain, God*s love is more ; 
And this we learn, though nurtured by long tears, 
The plant of grief bears flowers in after years. 
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• Why should not our earthly vision rest 
Upon a splendor so supremely blest?" 
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He gives His angels charge ; but tell me, then, 
Why come they hidden from the view of men? 
Say, why may not these earthly eyes behold 
Those faces, beautiful with grace untold? 
If they reflect that perfect image grand. 
Of such as in God's presence ever stand. 
Say why should not our earthly vision rest 
Upon a splendor so supremely blest ? 
And say why should not such a view restore 
The vision of our loved ones gone before? 
Why may we not for one sweet moment see 
Our heart's own kindred in eternity? 
Such sight would ease the grief, the faith renew. 
And make us glad e'en though no more we view 
Their sacred presence in our earthly home. 
Since unto them such ecstasy has come. 

Beloved, say not so. Could earthly eyes 
An instant view that lofty Paradise, 
After that glance this world would seem so bare> 
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So deep a desert in that wide compare. 

No more content to miss those heavenly airs 

The soul could toil amid its earthly cares. 

Think not to look beyond life's setting sun 
Until the day in this first world is done. 
Another Sun, the light of God's own face, 
Is revelation of that fuller grace. 
Thou could'st not bear to see that Sun arise 
Save in Eternity's expanding skies. 
When God anoints our blinded lids and opes 
The unhorizoned vision of our hopes. 
Then bursting fair upon the raptured sight 
Shall rise those joys for earth too infinite. 
That morning light, with healing on its wings, 
At last to man the view of heaven brings. 

Be patient, then, beloved ; trust that Lx)ve 
Through whose clear light all living creatures move. 
Say not that life is hard and death is stern ; 
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Faith's incense must on Sorrow's altars burn. 
All life is spanned by God's eternal care, 
And Peace and Hope are watching everywhere. 
No mortal walks alone through life's long day, 
Some angel's footprint marks the humblest way. 
Since this is so, heaven is not far removed ; 
We still are near the lives we lost and loved. 
So near is God's fair Home, so nigh its towers. 
So close its gardens of immortal flowers. 
That oft, un' wares, in hour of happy dreams, 
Our spirits pass the light that there outstreams. 

As side by side upon one mother's breast 
Two tender babes in equal safety rest. 
So Earth and Heaven on God's fond breast recline. 
Enfolded by one hushed embrace divine. 
Heaven smiles to God with glad and wakeful eyes. 
But Earth, asleep, dreams not that thus she lies 
On His own bosom, while His loving arm 
Her weary form encircles from all harm ; 
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Yet still His faithful watch the Father keeps. 
And closer folds His helpless child that sleeps. 

I know not why the heart of man should mourn ; 

Why Faith's pure brow with crown of thorns is torn ; 

Why eyes should dim with tears^ why hearts should fail, 

And lips grow sad, and blessed faces pale. 

I only know some purpose wise and kind 

Can read the light where human eyes are blind. 

And so my heart can lift the triumph song, 

I know the dear God doeth nothing wrong. 

I know, for all the pain, the solitude. 

The doubt, the fear, I know that God is good. 

His " mother love " looks down in beauty mild, 

Like Mary gazing on her Holy Child ; 

And strong alike beneath both storms and calms 

Are stretched in love the everlasting arms. 

Then onward, upward to the glorious goal ! 
Let not earth's dust detain the conquering soul 1 
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•Like Mary gazlns? on her Holy Child." 
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Away with fear ! Faith's banner be unfurled ! 

The hosts of heaven are marching with the world. 

The tread of angels* feet with ours keep time, 

Their songs with ours make harmonies sublime ; 

The New Jerusalem of God is near. 

At last our eyes shall see, our ears shall hear. 

We hasten towards that bourn our loved to grett. 

And death is but the kiss with which we meet. 

Be true ! be brave ! the song triumphant raise, — - 

" He gives His angels charge o*er all our ways ! " 

Love, Hope and Peace before us beckon on — 

A fairer path Faith never walked upon ! 

Sweet eyes beam down from faces that are dear. 

Sweet voices call that grow each day more near, 

Fair forms grow bright through sorrow's melting haze, ■ 

He gives His angels charge o'er all our ways. 

*T is sweet to think when morning fights the skies. 
And to the daily task from sleep we rise. 
That with the tender glow of breaking morn 
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God's love to us on angels' wings is borne ; 
To think that whereso'er the footstep strays 
He gives His angels charge o'er all our ways. 

'T is sweet to think at noontide's golden hour, 
When heaven seems open like a full-blown flower, 
That as we pause from toil God's angels come, 
And breathe their benedictions through our home ; 
That through the glory of the noontide's rays 
He gives His angels charge o'er all our ways. 

'T is sweet to think when soft the darkness falls, 
And shine the stars in night's cerulean halls, 
That when we lay our weary heads to rest. 
This Love Divine is still our heavenly guest, 
And faithful eyes upon our slumber gaze — 
He gives His angels charge o'er all our ways. 

At morning, noon and night, in joy or pain. 
In strength or weakness, earthly loss or gain, 
When worn with toil, or lulled to downy calm, 
i8 
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Our lives are fortified by God's strong arm. 

His love will last through all our changeful days — 

He gives His angels charge o'er all our ways. 

Oh, let us live before those patient eyes 

Lives pure and just, whate'er the sacrifice ; 

In kindness, peace and charity abound ; 

These make the humblest path God's holy ground. 

And then, at death, our souls shall swell their praise,- 

He gives His angels charge o'er all our ways. 
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